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That's What Bad Boys Get for Christmas 


A pair of fuzzy, pink bunny slippers paused at the top of the wooden staircase. One little nose twitched, then 
the other. Slowly, silently they crept down the steps. Red flannel-clad legs appeared, then the bare chest of 
the young, redhead. He paused at the landing, glancing back upstairs. The dog stood at the top of the steps, 


curious as to why her best friend was slinking around downstairs in the dark. 

"Go back to bed, Basie," He whispered. 

She tilted her head, giving a little whine as she lay down. 

Nate frowned but decided to let her be. Any more talking to her was liable to wake him. 


There was a squeaky floorboard in the living room. Nate had memorized its location and, as he crept across 


the room toward the Christmas tree, he congratulated himself for avoiding it. 


Last Christmas, their first together, they took a trip to New York. It was amazing in itself, New York City at 
Christmas, but Stone surprised him with a Cartier bracelet and Nate was positively blown away. He thought 
they would never be able to top that. 


But they did. They stayed home and broke out all the traditions. Stone suggested heading into the country to 
cut down their own tree. It was a Christmas tree farm out near Crystal Mountain, but they walked through 
the rows of trees in the snow, finding the perfect one. They cut it down together and dragged it out to Nate's 
Jeep, tying it on top. One the drive home, they stopped at a cozy inn straight out of a storybook for a 
delicious, intimate dinner beside the fireplace. At home, Nate made hot cocoa and cookies to enjoy while they 


decorated the tree and listened to Christmas music. 


Last Saturday afternoon, they handed out gifts at Lambert House and cooked dinner there. On Sunday, they 


joined some kids from Lambert to sing carols at the Childrens Hospital. 


And finally, the only tradition that Nate hated, keeping their gifts to each other a complete secret. Which was 


why he was creeping downstairs on Christmas Eve. 

Nate sunk down to his hands and knees and moved some of the other gifts aside, things for Stone's parents 
and sisters and the kids. There were a few small things for his parents, too. They'd be coming over from 
Richland the day after Christmas. But hiding in the back was a small box wrapped in shimmering red paper. 
Nate knew it wasn't there before. He wondered when Stone had the chance to hide it back there. He had to 
stretch to reach it, keeping his butt in the air and flattening his chest against the red velvet tree skirt, 
reaching beneath the lowest boughs. 

And then a lamp by the sofa flicked on Nate froze. 

"Well, isn't that a sight?" 


The redhead dropped the gift and slowly backed out from under the tree. He turned and gave Stone a grin as 
he sat back on his heels. "Hi, Daddy." 


Stone crossed his arms over his bare chest. Basie stood beside him. 

Nate looked at her. "Traitor." 

"Don't blame the dog for your naughtiness." 

With a sweet smile, Nate replied, "| was just making sure | didn't forget yours, sir." 
"Mmhmm. Save it" 


Nate stood up and crossed the room to stand in front of Stone. He put his hands on the older man's forearm 
and kissed the corner of Stone's downturned lips. "Come on, Daddy. Let's go back to bed." 


Stone didn't budge. "Not so fast, Pet." He sat down on the sofa and patted his thigh. 


"But shouldn't we go back to sleep so that Santa will come?" 
"Santa doesn't visit bad little boys." 

Even as he lowered himself across Stone's lap, Nate pouted, "tm not bad! 
"Oh, really?" 

"Yes, sir" 


"It looked like you were being bad to me," Stone replied as he swept his hands over the redhead's back, settling 
on his bottom. He gently kneaded each cheek. 


"It might have looked like that, but | promise | wasn't snooping." 

"Pet, lying on top of snooping is only going to earn you more." 

Nate murmured, "I know." 

"| figured as much." Stone brought a hand up and dropped it hard on Nate's ass. 
The boy yelped and gently kicked his legs, knocking one slipper off. 

"Don't give me that. | barely touched you." 

Nate had to bite his lip to stifle his giggle. 


Stone rubbed and squeezed each rounded and firm cheek before slipping his fingers under the waistband of 
Nate's flannel pants and easing it over the boy's ass. "Do you think Daddy should turn your ass nice and red?" 


"No, Daddy." 

"No? And why not? You were caught being naughty." 

"| didn't mean it" 

Stone laughed softly at that. "You didnt mean it?" 

"No, sir. | was making sure | remembered your gift and | was „um, | was moving mine out of the way." 
"Aw, | see. My mistake, then" Stone played along, starting to pull Nate's pants back up. 


The boy turned and looked at Stone over his shoulder. "Well, maybe okay, maybe | was a little curious about 


what you got me." 

"Is okay to be curious," Stone replied, continuing to inch the waistband up, over Nate's bare bottom. 
"No, | mean really curious. | shook it” 

‘Oh, well. Shaking probably constitutes snooping, doesn't it?" 

Nate gave the older man a sheepish pout. "Yes, sir." 


With a sigh, Stone drew Nate's pants down to his thighs again and shook his head. "This is going to hurt me a 


lot more than it will you." 


Nate couldn't stop the little giggle this time. He kicked his legs again, knocking the other bunny slipper off his 
foot. 


"I think you enjoy this too much, my pet," Stone said just before he brought his open palm down on Nate's 


bottom, connecting with a cheek in a loud crack. 

The boy cried out, lifting his head and squeezing his eyes closed. 
"How was that?" 

"Daddy," Nate sighed and dropped his head again to the sofa cushion 
"Poor boy," Stone murmured. "But you have to learn, don't you?" 
"Yes, sir" 


The older man doled out three more smacks and then roughly squeezed each cheek. "Oh, these gorgeous 
cheeks are turning a beautiful shade of red" 


Nate groaned and rolled his hips. 

"And | can feel you getting hard. Such a naughty boy.” 
"More, please” 

Stone laughed quietly. "What am | going to do with you?" 
"Spank me real hard" 


"As you wish." And with that, Stone gave each cheek three hard smacks, delighting in the way they bounced 


and the way the smooth, soft skin turned warm and red. 

Nate mewled and moaned, squirming under Stone's hand in the small of his back. 
"Sweet boy, you sound like you're really enjoying this.’ 

"Yes, sir." 

"Then its not really a punishment, is it? | should stop." 

"Oh, no, sir! Please don't!" 


With a soft smile, Stone continued. "Of course not, my pet" He rubbed Nate's bottom before resuming. The 
loud cracks of his hand connecting with Nate's ass filled the room. 


A small sniffle escaped the boy as he reached up to wipe his wet eyes. Nate groaned louder with each spank 
until his voice caught in his throat and his body stiffened. When the spanking stopped, he melted into Stone's 
lap and panted softly, a little smile tickling his lips as tears slowly streamed down his face. 

"Did you come?" 

"Yes, Daddy." 

Playfully, Stone sighed. "What am | going to do with you?" 

He lifted his head and turned, giving Stone a smirk. "Take me upstairs and fuck the shit out of me?" 


"Oh, Pet." 


As Stone climbed the steps with his boy in his arms, Nate wrapped his arms around his neck and nuzzled 


under his chin. 

"What did you get me for Christmas, Daddy?" 

"A lump of coal. Thats what bad boys get, isn't it?" 
Nate purred, "Bad boys get spanked until they come." 
"Then that's what you got" 


With a sigh, Nate whispered, "It's exactly what | wanted." 


